DanganWonka: Makoto's Luck Runs Out

"I bet you're excited to see where all the magic happens!" said Junko as she hurried down the winding hallways. For having lost her entire tour to various mishaps of her factory, her chipper spirit persisted. It was almost like Junko was happy that it Makoto made it to the end as opposed to someone like Chiaki. "I got a special prize for you. Something that can't be beat!" Junko cooed, holding back a squeal as they approached a set of double doors marked [MANAGER'S OFFICE].

I'm the last one left. I can't lose sight of what's behind this door. Makoto thought to himself while Junko punched in the code to her office. He continued to give himself a pep talk, hoping that it'd inspire him to find some sort of salvation in whatever insane surprise that this would turn out to be. Images of Chihiro and Celeste filled his head, shuddering when he could only imagine how much sludge Asahina had to endure by this point. For their sake...and for Hajime and his friends too! I have to beat Junko. There's no way I'll let her win!

"Aha! Here we go!" announced Junko as got the doors to slide open. Before them lay a dark void which unnerved Makoto some, his imagination running wild with all the horrors that lay waiting in looming shadows. "Don't stand around! Go on in!" Makoto stumbled forward as Junko pushed him in, gathering his courage, knowing that there'd be some sort of trick with this 'prize'.

"W-Why is it so dark in here?" asked Makoto, doors closing behind them, making everything pitch black.

"The lights are motion detecting. Give them a second and they should pop on." Sure enough, several lamps and an overhead bulk popped on as she finished her statement. "See? Let me fix you something to drink. You must be thirsty!" Junko skipped to a little snack cart tucked in the corner, giving Makoto the perfect chance to look around.

Junko's office, to Makoto's surprise, looked as normal as it could be; an unassuming desk in the corner, a few couches near a TV, various office supplies and boxes of files strewn throughout the room. With everything that happened up until this point, he assumed there'd be a lot more outlandish decor in the work space of a girl who craved despair. Carefully tiptoeing around boxes, Makoto didn't want to bring attention to himself as Junko fiddled with a few tea cups; the smell of warm chocolate filling the air. He waited for her back to be turned before going back to his investigation, hoping there was some way to call for help or at least an emergency escape.

Peeking into a file folder, Makoto scanned through it while mumbling to himself. "Ultimate NWP...Ultimate Hunt...Ultimate Wonka? What is all this?" He wished Kyoko were here as his normal sleuthing would have been easier with a detective like her around. Occasionally, he'd peak back towards his captor, hoping she wasn't catching on to his meddling as he tried to go further.

"Hey!" Makoto felt his blood go cold as Junko yelled at him."...What are you doing sulking in the corner?" she waved for him near her couches. "You're going to miss the best part! Come on, sit down!" He did as he was told, sitting on the far edge of the sofa away from her. "Hot chocolate?"

Makoto shook his head. "...No thank you." Junko served him anyway, a mug of soothing cocoa assaulting his nose as he looked on. "I said I didn't want any!"

"Geez, you're such a stick in the mud Makoto! Every time we go to a new room, you're always on edge. As if I would spring some sort of trap on you now!" 

"Considering you've made three of my friends blow up and put the others through hell, I think I'm right not to trust you." said Makoto, giving her a stern look. Junko blinked before erupting into a mad laugh. "What's so damn funny now?"

It took a moment for her cackling to subside. "Haha...nothing...just you sound like Asahina when I brought her through the tour."

A shiver ran down his spine, not wanting to recognize what that meant as Junko pulled out her factory remote. Clicking a button, several monitors fizzled on at once. Makoto felt his stomach turn, impossible not to turn away or close his eyes. 

There was Chihiro, his skin stained a dark chocolate brown, still stuck in the playboy bunny outfit. However, as opposed to being locked up someplace, the poor cocoa marshmallow was forced to dance around on a stage for a group of rowdy Monokuma. He couldn't make out what they were all yelling but Makoto knew it wasn't good. With hips massive enough to crush a car, Chihiro tried to mount a pole but fell on his ass instead, making the camera shake and causing the Monokuma to roar with laughter. 

There was Celeste whose fate in the Pie Room was only a few hours in. A comical bib stuck to her fat, bulbous chins, Makoto heard her screams ripple through the room, weighed down by a few gallons of juice in her cheeks. One by one, various Monokuma mounted her shoulders, stuffing massive wedged of pie in her maw as she chewed through the mess, the blueberry moaning for them to stop while kicking about. Those that weren't feeding or fetching more for her were having a ball bouncing on her gut or tickling her toes. 

There was Chiaki, trapped as a player avatar in some bizarre looking dance game. Makoto could barely tell what was going on since her legs were hardly moving at all. Arrows flew by the screen as the megaton gamer couldn't keep up with the tempo. As a result, her doughy pudding-like body grew fatter; most likely a penalty from missing her cues. From his perspective, several Monokuma fought over the song as Chiaki groaned, her body already slick with sweat and easily wide enough that her cheeks were crushing the back hand-bar. 

There was Akane who, for once in her life, was not looking forward to 'all you can eat'. Despite only seeing her get stuffed beyond any human capacity, Junko had put her to work fast. Akane's tremendous gut had been stamped with the words 'GARBAGE DISPOSAL' in bright red paint as a trash chute was pushed to her grubby cheeks. Several Monokuma sat by, ensuring she ate every egg shell, scrap of chocolate, and discarded candy wrapper. Makoto watched as her scared eyes darted back and forth, moaning loudly about getting the chance to eat actual snacks; not pig swill. Of course this brought out the snickering "Puhuhu" of her tormentors as they overloaded her trough with sour milk and spoiled ice cream. 

Lastly there was Hajime and Hiyoko, stuck together as their fates worked in tandem with each other. On one end of the room sat Hiyoko, a miserable blimp of a brat, stuck in a nightmarish machine. Makoto remembered seeing it in the Gummy Garden as it churned out black coils of licorice coated with sour crystal sugar. When it popped out of the oven, all cooked, a mechanical hand scooped up a gob before jamming it in Hiyoko's pathetic maw. Hajime, meanwhile, was squished tight in a cooling tank as his gelatinous body wobbled to fit the mold. A variety of Monokuma loomed over him, some prodding his jelly-like skin, while others scribbled down notes on his growth. Through all the commotion, Makoto swore they were saying something to Hiyoko akin to 'eat or he's on the menu'. 

"This...This is all horrible..." Makoto sipped his mug, trying to get it to help calm his nerves. "H-How can you...do this to all of them?!" 

Instead of an answer, Junko responded with her trademark smile, her eyes practically spinning mad with despair. "Once you get a taste of misery in your system, there's no going back. It's not as if they didn't deserve it!" She said, watching Makoto take another hit from his hot chocolate. 

"Did Chihiro deserve to be turned into a bunny because he asked questions?! And what about Asahina!" 

"Ohh, I almost forgot!" Junko cried, switching over to a feed of the starting classroom. Asahina looked as miserable as could be, her stomach distended far from her torso, wobbling precariously as the glass dome around her head continued to dish out the sugary sludge. All the color from Makoto's face washed away as he drank more, unable to stop himself, shaking uncontrollably. "It's a miracle she hasn't exploded yet. I give her...maybe another hour."

Makoto flopped back on to the couch, curling up into a ball of sorts as it was getting harder to cope with this. He was truly alone as his friends suffered in the diabolical hands of this madwoman; putty to be shaped into any sick desire she could think of. His misery was palpable as Junko skipped to him, tipping up the edge of his chin as she made him look once again to the monitors. His eyes grew wide as a familiar face popped up. "K-Komaru?!" Sure enough, it was his little sister Komaru. Makoto hadn't seen her or even knew she was trapped in the bowls of this madness, strapped in to some eerie bed that sprouted mechanically gloved hands. Each one had its own purpose: some stuffed her gob full of cake, others were spanking and groping her bulbous slabs of fat, and some went so far to yank her nose up in order to cram more in. 

"Its one big family reunion!" Junko cheered. She felt so much bigger now that Makoto realized that she truly had all the power. "You look speechless."

"W...Why...How..." He stammered, sounding meek, his stamina and will drained as he felt like a helpless animal in her shadow. "I want t-" 

She didn't give him the chance to finish his question. "Although, don't think I forgot about your special prize, Makoto! Was the cocoa to your liking? So hungry to drink it all up~"

Makoto's heart skipped a beat, his empty mug crashing to the carpet, as Junko giggled. How could he have been so stupid to blindly drink whatever was in that cup? Sure, it tasted warm and inviting, but the source was dubious at best. Clutching his chest, panic spread through his body, wondering what fate had in store for the hopeful high school student. Looking up from his seat, Makoto felt powerless in her shadow...though...

"J-Junko...have you always been...that...tall?" He trailed off, noticing how her height crept closer to the ceiling. However, he failed to realize his clothes were becoming loose while his voice sounded almost like a squeak. 

She shook her head, pulling out something from behind the couch. "Nah. Though for someone that's so savvy to my tricks, I have to say I'm a little disappointed you fell for this one so easily." Junko shot him a condescending smile, whipping out a small hand mirror. "Although what baffles me more is how clueless you are. 'Are you getting taller?' " She mocked Makoto before flashing the mirror before him. "You may wanna take a good hard look in the mirror, my mini-to."

The nickname made perfect sense as Makoto saw what was happening: his whole body was shrinking! It made sense now with the way Junko felt more imposing or how he felt almost mousy in her presence. Inch by inch, he was losing height as his jacket transformed into a canopy, his pants hanging off his waist. A cold sweat erupted on his brow as Makoto tried to survey the damage, movement becoming difficult with how his clothes weighed down on his miniature body. Struggling, he cried and screamed, knowing that no matter what came next, he was screwed. 

"How is this possible?!" Makoto shouted, squeaking almost, much to Junko's delight. "How small am I going to get?"

"It should stop when you're about 30 centimeters." She said, her voice rumbling his ears. With how fast he was shrinking, Makoto could barely take in the changes. Especially considering that it was happening to him this time as opposed to his friends. Makoto wondered if this was how Celeste or Akane felt when they blimped up as he became lost in the circus tent that were his clothes. Cowering in the corner of his jacket, he hoped he could stay out of Junko's sight. Luck was not kind to him as her titan hand came in, easily scooping him up in her palms. "Puhuhu, look at what I found. Such a naughty boy, all naked in front of a girl!"

Makoto tried his best to cover his crotch, embarrassed beyond belief that he was a shrunken boy in Junko's clutches. Holding him high above the floor, there was nowhere to go as she plopped down on the couch, fingers wrapped carefully around her new toy. Poking Makoto's tummy, Junko giggled as he fell over on his ass. Wiggling in her grip, she mulled over what all she could do to him. 

"Change me back!" He cried out, his high pitched voice making it hard to take him seriously. 

"I don't see how I can," She bellowed, letting out another guffaw. "Besides, I think you should be concerned with putting something on. You'll catch your death from the cold. And I don't want my toy to die on me...not yet at least." 

Junko held Makoto with one hand as she pressed the bright red button on her remote, a sign that the misery was just beginning. Makoto watched as Monokuma came from the floor boards, advancing on him without a word. As much as he struggled and tried to fight back, he was slightly smaller than most of the manic teddy bears. They held him tight, bouncing to the coffee table in order to start their fun; giving Junko a front row seat to Makoto's plight. He felt as if he'd drown in the mess of cotton, held to the table's surface as they pulled something over his legs. Kicking, writhing, fighting back...all of it useless as Makoto was stuck fast in their grip. 

Grimacing, everything felt warm as whatever they forced on him stuck to his skin like latex gloves. Makoto tried in vain to wiggle his fingers or toes, discovering his mobility was limited, both his hands and feet stuck in ball mittens. The only movement he was allowed was in his arms and legs, which even then, was still cumbersome. Makoto craned his neck as Monokumas pulled a hood over his head, his dressing complete as he recognized the chromatic pattern he was stuck in. 

"Awwww! Now I have a little Makokuma to nuzzle and love and tease!" Junko squealed, hoisting Makoto back up to the air, swinging him around. Out of all the fates to befall him, he never thought he'd be stuck as a personal plush bear to a demented teenager. His cries fell on deaf ears as Junko continued to twirl him, making him go green in the face, as her Monokuma cackled from the sight. "You're almost perfect!"

"A-A-Almost?!" Makoto moaned. His head spun, losing his bearing, wondering what more Junko had planned for him. 

"It's only natural if you think about it," giggled Junko, plopping down on the couch, keeping him snuggled tight in her arms. "If you're going to be my stuffed Makokuma, we have to actually stuff you. Make you nice and plush." She cooed, flicking the outie on his onesie. 

Makoto knew it'd be pointless to fight. Even if he could wiggle free from Junko's hands, the ball mittens clamped around his feet would have made running almost impossible. Not to mention, being so small, he wouldn't make it far without getting caught. He watched in horror as the Monokuma pulled down from the ceiling a machine that resembled a soft-serve dispenser. Knowing Junko, it wouldn't be that simple. 

His suspicions were confirmed as two Monokuma sat on the humongous tank rim attached to a nozzle. One threw in donuts as thick as inner tubes into the vat while the other worked on adding copious amounts of vanilla custard ice cream. Makoto's stomach turned as they continued to cram more into the container, barely able to get the lid on as a turbine began to mix the slurry together into a donut-milkshake. It was obvious where all of it would end up. 

"...no...no no...please no!" Makoto squealed, begging as Junko idly played with a lock of his hair. "You can't. Please you mustn't! I'll pop!"

"Relax, if this is fine for a normal sized person, my little Makokuma should be able to guzzle down a few heavy gallons of donut milkshake. Asahina didn't complain as much when I had her here." That didn't help ease Makoto's dread, watching the mixture churn together. Chunks of donut dissolved into the ice cream, giving the entire vat a goopy brown hue. Continuing to toy with him, Junko waited in anticipation for this nauseating treat to fully mix. Only twenty minutes later was it finally ready. 

Carrying over her new toy to the dispenser, Makoto tried one last time to appeal to her reason. "JUNKO PLEASE DON'T DO THIS TO ME!" All he heard were a chorus of laughs from nearby Monokuma, waiting for their musical cue. "I DON'T DESERVE THIS!"

"Yet you made it to the end! If there's any prize grander than being my toy, I don't want to think of it." Junko pushed his lips to the nozzle's edge, watching in delight as Makoto's eyes bulged out of his skull. "Bon Appetit Makokuma! You've earned this!" She delighted in his muffled cries for a second before pulling back on the lever, smiling as the cloying ice cream began to force its way down his miniature gullet. "Well boys? I think our lucky winner deserves a song, don't you?"

There were too many things to focus on at once as Makoto choked down the sickening ice cream. The way it assaulted his taste buds nearly knocked him out from how sweet the concoction was. His stomach now had to endure a waterfall of creamy cold custard guzzling down his throat, the flow comparable to being attached to a fire hose. Slowly, his whole body flooded with fat as he hoped this would all be over soon...or by some grace, he'd explode to end his misery. Not helping his plight were the Monokuma warming up for one last song. 

Makoto, you're a boy full of hope
But you feel for this trick, like a dope
And now we're here, the final verse
We've had plenty of time to rehearse

Guzzling down an ocean of ice cream
We can hear your stomach scream
That looks on your face, we'd want to savor
Your bitter tears are quite the flavor

What's wrong? You look a little sick?
Isn't this snack doing the trick?
Maybe you got the tummy ache blues
The look on your face is saying the news

His head spun from how much he had to gobble down, gulping rhythmically to the song at present. His tiny bulbous body was filling up Junko's palm as she dug into doughy butt cheeks, oozing through her fingers. Makoto's belly was creeping along to the edge of her wrist as his arms were stuck at his side, bulking up by the second. Eyes darting back and forth, everyone was staring down at him, enticed by his misery as there was no salvation to be had here. Just the sounds of his body disgustingly blimping up and out. From what he could make of the towering ice cream vat, he wasn't close to being halfway through as the second part of the song kicked in. 

Think you got it rough and bad?
There's a lot more coming for you lad
Remember, you're Junko's personal toy
A fitting fate for a hopeless boy

Perhaps you'll make a nice bean bag chair
One we can have Akane rest her massive derriere
We could always fill you with super fizz coke
Watching you float around the room like a joke

Froth oozed from Junko's lips as she reveled in the despair wafting off Makoto's shrunken, bloated form. Every lyric that pierced his ears made him cringe and cry, knowing that there was no way he could save his sister or any of his friends for that matter. Now that his pudding blubber drooped over the ends of her hands, Junko left the lever to her Monokuma, using her second hand to cup his fat; playfully teasing any juicy slab of pudgy padding she desired. Now with more room to grow, Makoto's bulk had doubled in a few short minutes. Easily surpassing Chihiro's playboy size, he was closing in on Akane's girth. 

Makoto found it impossible to tune this out, praying that this would all go away soon. Peeking over a set of chunky cheeks, his eyes met with Junko's as his blood went cold. The lustful, devious look on her face made everything numb. Seeing it, starring down, focused solely on him...it was a firm reminder of the hell Makoto was trapped in as the song ramped up for its final segment. 

We hope you feel right at home
You'll never once be alone
When Junko's out, tending her factory
We'll be here to keep you company

Day in and out, you'll be played with tons
Each passing day, bring much more fun
Makoto, our toy, let go of your strife
You'll learn to love it here for life

Guzzling sweets, being tossed about
Let your mind go of worry and doubt
Since there's no way we'll ever stop
The only salvation is if you pop!

Wincing at those words, Makoto couldn't tell if they were being genuine or if it was one of their many tricks. He couldn't spend long thinking about it as his butt cheeks filled up most of Junko's fingers, her lecherous squeezing making him turn red in the face. Sucking on the life-giving nozzle, unable to stop, his belly was easily a mountain of blubber with enough mass to pop the wheels of a flatbed hand truck. Makoto's latex under-suit stuck to his chest, making him wince as it griped his moobs tight as a pool of chins wobbled from his neck, pooling in the valley of cleavage. 

"Mmmmfffhff!"

"Don't be such a baby! You're almost done!" Junko cheered, licking off a trail of drool from her lips. It was a rare moment of honesty from his captor as the levels of donut ice cream were practically dregs by this point. She leered over Makoto, watching him intently suck the last drops from his life giving nozzle, enraptured by this cycle: suck and grow, suck and grow. At last, the sounds of slurping filled her ears, a pathetic belch exploding from her plaything's mouth. "That's it~ I knew you could do it! Such a good little Makokuma!" 

Pulling him from the nozzle, Makoto struggled to stay conscious, feeling a powerful nap coming on from having chugged so much creamy goodness. Especially as Junko plopped back on her sofa, his immense size filling her entire lap as his hips wobbled over the edges of Junko's thighs. 

"You're going to be soooo comfy to snuggle with tonight. I can just imagine digging my face in that tummy." Junko cheered, genuinely happy as she tickled his meaty flank. Bellowing guffaws came out, Makoto's fleshy body wobbling in her clutches. He truly looked the part of her overstuffed toy. 

"Hooowww...how...is this possible?" He moaned, trying not to upchuck any of his force-fed slurry as she bounced him on her legs. "I'm...not a toy...someone...will...come for us..."

Junko dwelled on it, giving his question actual thought, before shrugging and reaching for the remote. In an instance, her surveillance system flickered over to a different channel as rows of tubes lined the walls of whatever room this was. Makoto, curious where this was going, watched as a camera panned over to a nearby tube. He could barely tell what lay beyond the glass casing at first, but as the image focused in, he realized that it was a face he was all too familiar with: his own.

"Wha...But...But I'm...here...why...am I...there?" He noticed other tubes nearby as others he recognized lay in a catatonic state. Celeste, Asahina, and others he assumed were part of Hajime's class. "What is...this?"

"This factory's secret! Can't you tell? You're stuck in a simulation!" Junko revealed. Immediately, all hope was gone as Makoto listened to her explanation. "See, while my Remnants of Despair were destroying the world, those morons at the Future Foundation were trying to use a program to recondition them: New World Program. It puts you in a coma and simulates a world. And when I heard about it, I gathered all my little minions in it and your friends. At first, I was going to do a class killing game with you and your friends. But I did one of those already and putting something together based on one of my favorite children books felt...right." A cat like grin filled her face, looking madly at Makoto. "As the only administrator of this world, I have final say in everything!"

"So...we...were going to...lose...from the start?"

"Ding! You're clever huh?" Junko said, poking his flabby face, painfully pinching his chins. "I've done this now countless times. Asahina won the last time...before that Hiyoko actually made it to the end...and before that was your pal Toko."

"W-What happens...now?"

"Now?" Junko snapped her fingers as a Monokuma brought over a candy dish, chock full of peanut M&Ms. "You heard the song, right? Or were you too busy pigging out to pay attention. Now, we're going to play. Day in and day out. Until I get bored and I reset everything." Makoto wanted to cry as Junko nestled him perfectly between her legs. "Asahina lasted about a month. And I have a lot I'd like to do with you." She said, stuffing a candy right in his mouth.

Makoto screamed with his mouth stuffed full of chocolate and nuts. Junko had won. There was no hope of escape. No hope of help. None at all. Just stuck under the thumb of a devilish girl and her whimsical, despair ridden imagination. 

"What's that? You want to be a blueberry like Celeste? Maybe later. First, let's see how Komaru is doing. I bet you're dying to see what my Molestation Machine can really do!"

-------------------------------

The final chapter!

This took 5 months to do, holy shit. It's finally done. The last piece complete. I'm proud of myself I saw this through since a lot of Wonka plots sort of end prematurely or lack of interest. I truly hope you all enjoy the end of the beautiful tale with Makoto's fun fate!
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